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Wandering-hand-syndrome 


Author's Notes: 
All criticism is very welcome. Smiles. 


It was August 1979, | found myself at the hotel across the street from Cobo Hall in Detroit, Michigan. Gene and 
Paul were fooling around with a couple of chicks in the bed next to mine. Ace was sitting on the other bed 
drinking and laughing with one of his coke buddies. | had no idea where Peter was (probably out streaking 
somewhere) or even why | was sharing a room with these guys. | suppose it was because the band was still 
not making enough money to cover the recording costs, still, five to a room is not comfortable, even without 


guests when the room is only made for three. 


In those days | was a drum tech so | was pretty close with Peter, closer than his wife, Lydia was. | spent 
more time with him than anyone else. We had a unique understanding of each other, but | didn't feel like that 
to him. | was one of the guys, despite being a chick, | suppose thats why they we're so comfortable sharing a 


room with me. 


| was getting annoyed that | was pretty much naked on the couch (just in a lacy black bra and panties) and 


Gene, Paul and Ace felt they had to resort to defiling groupies when | was just sitting there, theirs for the 
taking. 


| got up and stalked over to the other side of the room and switched the light out. | thought ‘hell, what have | 
got to lose and said "well, | can see I'm not going to get any sleep tonight" referring to both Ace's raucous 
laughter (charming as it was) and the moans coming from Gene and Paul that were about as subtle as a 
rhinoceros horn up the backside, although, judging from the giggles | might not have been too far off the 
mark. For some reason Ace's coke buddy upped and left, probably for a beer run or maybe for something a 
little stronger. Either way, it left me alone in my undies on a couch right next to the bed of a drunk rock star 
who seemed to have contracted a case of wandering-hand-syndrome. 


Before | registered what was going on, Ace's hand had found its way past my shoulder and down to cup my 
breast, the other sliding down my back to unhook my bra. | turned round and found myself face to face with 
him. "Kate, you are so fucking beautiful." He quickly pressed his lips to mine in a deep and firey kiss as he lifted 
me off the couch and onto the bed with him. As | sat myself in his lap he continued to fondle my breasts, my 
bra having disappeared somewhere. | gasped as he ran his fingertips across my nipples, they were pleasantly 
rough and calloused from playing his guitar, all the better for me. | wasn't one for hanging around so | wound 
my hands around his neck and pulled him on top of me and moved my knee between his legs rubbing against 
his erection that was showing trough his trousers. As he planted a trail of kisses and bites along my neck | 
unbuckled his belt and tugged at his zipper. 


He suddenly rolled off of me, his long hair brushing past my face in the process. | saw him walking to the 
shower making a come hither motion with his finger. | willingly obliged and followed him to the bathroom where 
he had already discarded his pants on the floor (no underwear and no shirt, how interesting) and reached to 
lock the door behind me. "I thought we should have a little privacy." He said and grinned as he pulled my 
panties off and dragged me into the shower with him. "Jesus fucking Christ!" The water was unbearably cold at 
first and we both screamed and clutched each other for a moment until it warmed to a temperature that 


didn't give us goose bumps on contact. 


Ace pushed me against the shower wall that was now slick with water and easy to slide me up so | had my 
legs wrapped around his hips. He ran his hands down my body and cupped my ass as he slid himself inside me 
making me gasp at the sudden intrusion. He was warm and gentle as he moved inside of me and took his time, 


letting me savour it until there was a knock on the door, we were both so close it was almost painful to stop. 
"What the fuck do you want, curly?" 


| want what you got in there." Came Peter's voice. 


Ace put his lips real close to my ear and whispered 


"what do think, baby? You okay sharing with Peter?" | quickly nodded in response, who wouldn't want two rock 
stars fussing over them? Still, there had been rumours about Ace's sexuality so it should be interesting to 
see where this was going to go. Ace let me go and unlocked the door pulling Peter inside and quickly locked it 


again behind him. Both climbed in the shower and immediately started touching me, making me wet all over 


again Peter stood behind me and started playing with my breasts and nuzzled his face into my collar bone, 
gently mewing and purring. ‘Wow' | thought ‘he really is like a ca Ace started kissing me again biting my lip 
and slipping his tongue in my mouth. He busied his hands by running them down my body and fondling my ass. 
Suddenly Peter hissed and bit my shoulder almost drawing blood. The cold metal rings on Ace's fingers had 
brushed against his balls, intentionally or not | don't know but | moaned out load at his teeth in my flesh. 


Ace went to kiss me again but | moved out of the way and he wound up kissing Peter with me sandwiched 
between them. When they realised neither seemed to mind too much but separated nonetheless, a shame 
really, they looked so hot together. Having figured it was my idea, they both turned and pushed me against the 
shower wall, Peter entering me this time. | wound my hands into his greying hair as | lost all coherent thought 
and came around him, a shaking mess as | slumped against him and he came inside me. He let me down and | 
leant on the wall recovering as Ace licked up my cum and possibly some of Peter's as well from between my 


legs. 
"| don't know about you two, but l'm not finished yet" he said as he stood up again. 


"That's alright mate, I'll leave you two to it" Peter said as he wrapped a towel round his waist and left. As 
much as | loved Peter it was nicer to be left alone with Ace, he was, after all the reason | took the job as the 
drum tech, so | could get close to him and the rest of the band, shame | couldn't have been a guitar tech 


instead. 


| started kissing him again as he put one hand behind my head and the other strayed towards my backside 
(definitely an ass man). He slid inside me again being real gentle and came after a few moments, | honestly 


don't know how he held out that long anyway. 


Ace dragged me out of the shower and we dried each other off and fell asleep in his bed squashed up with 
Peter as well since Ace's coke buddy had returned and passed out on the couch after trying to cop a feel 


Peter would later go on to tell me. 


The last thing | heard before | dozed off was “Kate, you really are fucking beautiful, and don't let anyone tell 
you different"half of me thought it was the alcohol talking, but there was something there that made me 


think there was more to it than he was letting on 


Cherry Flavoured Cough Syrup 


It was around the time of the Elder that me and Ace got a regular thing going between us. Occasionally Peter 
would join us but that was only when he got so rat assed he couldn't tell which way was up. Usually we would 
hook up after the show but there was the one time when the guys were shooting a video and | thought I'd 


drop in. 


"Hey, Kate, | won't be a minute." Ace called when | walked in. I'd barely sat down when Gene came over. Oh boy, 


if looks could kill. 


"What the hell are you doing here, Kate? Eric's going to need his drums for another couple of hours yet" You 
see, Gene still thought of me as ‘the staff and as thick as shit to boot. 


"As hard as you may find it to believe, Gene, | do have a life, and | came here to see Ace, not to take Eric's 
drums away.” Gene just walked. Haha, | hadn't spoken to him like that sober for years. 


Once the video was underway | got to sit back and stare at the guys. Even though me and Ace had a thing, we 
were, for all intents and purposes, single, which meant | got to check out random guys and have no guilt 


whatsoever. 


Eric had a great body, | can't deny it, muscular and compact at the same time (well, | say compact, but in 
those platforms anyone would look like a giant, lets just say small frame and baby face - so cute). But Paul 
Now Paul was hot, semi androgynous face and a body to die for, what more could an extremely shallow girl 


want? He could (and had on several occasions) scoop me up in his arms and I'd feel like no one could hurt me. 


| say all this and the only guy | really was attracted to was Ace. It's the personalities and egos that ruin 


things, Eric was a lovely guy, but Paul, now there's an egotist if ever | met one. 


Once the video was finished Ace staggered over to me (he had been drinking throughout the entire recording) | 


wound my arms around his neck and noticed that his hair was tickling my arms. 

"Hey, what happened to your hair? Its all short 

"That would be Gene exercising his bloody iron fist again" 

"Don't you take no notice of him, it's probably just his time of the month. Anyway, | know what might cheer 
you up, | got hold of some of that cough syrup you seem to like so much." (| had a lovely doctor friend who 


was very lenient with his prescriptions) His eyes just about popped out of his skull. 


"No fucking way. Oh my god, you are amazing. C'mon, let's go somewhere a little more private." When he said 


private he really meant the ladies loos down the hall 


| sat myself on the edge of the wash basin and pulled the glass bottle of cough syrup out of my bag, cracked 
the top and took a swig. Wow, that was some really good shit, no wonder Ace liked it so much. | felt all happy 


and cherry flavoured inside almost immediately. 


Ace must have caught what | was thinking and laughed, taking a gulp from the bottle himself and pressing his 
lips to mine, his hands slipping past the waistband on my jeans. | pushed my hands up under his shirt and over 
his chest. My hands were cold and he shivered a little. | gasped as he squeezed my backside and he slid his 


Tongue into my mouth. 


Things got a little awkward after some lady walked in and caught us. When she left | quickly jumped off the 
wash basin and dragged Ace into one of the stalls and shut the door firmly behind us. Ace leant me against 


the door and started kissing me and touching me again, and well, you know the rest. 


Before we left we thought it would be really funny to take all the toilet paper and just leave the rolls there. 
On one if them | wrote in magic marker "haha now you're fucked!" | thought that was the absolute business at 


the time. Mind you, it's odd what a little alcohol and some cherry flavoured cough syrup can do. 


The Lick It Up Tour 


Author's Notes: 
Set after Ace and Peter left, how will Kate cope? 


| don't really remember the exact date, or even the year for that matter. But | do remember that it was a 
year full of turbulence and some pretty fucked up shit. We were half way through the Lick It Up tour and it 
was the first and last time | would get to stay in a five star hotel. 


| had been feeling really bad since Peter and Ace got kicked out of the band, that buzz just wasn't there 


anymore. As much fun as Eric was, it wasn't in the same way as Peter and Vinni was just a down right perv. 


Since KISS had been pulling in the big bucks we didn't have to share rooms anymore. Normally all staff working 
on the tour would have to make their own hotel arrangements but the new album was really shifting and Paul 
had invited me to stay at the hotel with them. Always the charmer and how could | refuse an opportunity to 


be staying in the same hotel as world famous rock stars? 


| was backstage after the show and about to go out and start dismantling Eric's drum kit when Vinni came out 
of the dressing room. He looked like he'd seen a ghost. 


"You okay, man?" 


"Yeah I'm good thanks, | just caught Gene doing some pretty freaky shit with a groupie. Seriously, dude has no 
standards." 


"Tell. Me about it. Can | get you anything?" He put his hands on the wall either side of my head, | couldn't go 


anywhere. 


"Actually, yes .. You." He slammed his lips against mine and pinned me to the wall with his hips. | could feel his 
excitement pressing against my stomach. He forced his tongue into my mouth and his his hands up my shirt. 


| squirmed around and tried to get away when there was a sickening thud and Vinni slumped against me. Before 


| could figure out what happened, | passed out. 


When | woke up | thought | was in my hotel room, until | looked around and saw bras and panties strewn all 
over the gaff and a naked lady snuggled up against me. The first thing | thought was ‘what the fuck?" Then | 
realised | really was that hard up since Ace and Peter left but | peeled her off of me nonetheless. | didn't 
often swing that way and today was no different, not to mention the giant mother of a headache that was 
rattling my skull to pieces. 


"Hey, Kate. | see you're finally awake." 
"Aaah! Oh my god, what the hell, Paul? What am | doing here?" 
"Well, Vinni put the moves on you last night and | decked him" 
"Hang on, that was you? What happened to never harming bandmates?" 


"He was gonna do you, Vinni never backs out of something like that” It was then that | realised that | had on a 
shirt that was way too big for me and smelt delightfully of cologne. 


"Is this your shirt? Oh no, you didnt, did you?" 


" relax, | didn't touch you, although Patrice over there might have gotten a feel” He started chuckling to 
himself and turned to go to the bathroom, towel flung over his shoulder. 


"Hey wait, thanks Paul, for what you did last night" 

"That's okay, you ever have a problem with Vinni again, just yell” 

"Okay. If | don't punch his lights out first." 

"That's my girl." he tousled my hair and went and took a shower. As much as | wanted to stay and see him 


towel dry his gorgeous abs, | had to leave. If | hadn't packed up the drum kit from last night it wouldn't have 


been done at all. 


